THE   FIRE                              45
Mr. Fukai cried. " Leave me here !" Father Kleinsorge
got his paper suitcase with the money in It and took
Mr. Fukai up pick-a-back, and the party started for
the East Parade Ground, their district's " safe area."
As they went out of the gate, Mr. Fukai, quite child-
like now, beat on Father Kleinsorge's shoulders and
said, " I won't leave. I won't leave." Irrelevantly,
Father Kleinsorge turned to Father LaSalle and saids
L< We have lost all our possessions but not our sense
of humour."
The street was cluttered with parts of houses that
had slid into it, and with fallen telephone poles and
wires. From every second or third house came the
voices of people buried and abandoned, who Invariably
screamed, with formal politeness, " Tasukete kure !
Help, if you please I" The priests recognised several
ruins from which these cries came as the homes of
friends, but because of the fire it was too late to help.
All the way, Mr. Fukai whimpered, " Let me stay."
The party turned right when they came to a block of
fallen houses that was one flame. At Sakai Bridge,
which would take them across to the East Parade
Ground, they saw that the whole community on the
opposite side of the river was a sheet of fire; they
dared not cross and decided to take refuge in Asano
Park, off to their left. Father Kleinsorge, who had
been weakened for a couple of days by his bad case
of diarrhoea, began to stagger under his protesting
burden, and as he tried to climb up over the wreckage
of .several houses that blocked their way to the park,
he stumbled, dropped Mr. Fukai, and plunged down,
head over heels, to the edge of the river. When he